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did not love. When she was struggling to
escape from her father's grasp, the bank of a
stream gave way and they were both drowned.
There was a great wake and funeral, but her
own true lover, the one her father did not wish
her to marry, did not go to either: he sat as in
a dream. At last he went to his mother, and
told her that Nora, the dead girl, had come to
him and laid her hand on his brow and said,
"Come to Cashel, Paddy dear, and be wid
me." He went thither. On the rocks of Cashel
he tended Nora's grave, and then because
they were buried near her, all the graves. In
the day time he used to hide and sleep, at
night to walk up and down in the chapel with
her spirit. He had no friends, but the people
used to leave potatoes and bread where he
would find them. On these he lived. He was
sixty years on the rock. When there was a
burying he would sometimes show himself in
the daytime and say, "You have brought me
another friend."

When he got owld, an' where he cud look into the
other worruld, Nora came ivery night an' brought
more wid her, sper'ts av kings an' bishops that rest
on Cashel, an' ther's thim that's seen the owld man
walkin' in Cormac's Chapel, Nora holdin' him up
an' him discoorsin' wid the mighty dead. They
found him wan day, cowld an' still, on Nora's